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Summary: 


Two souls, different, yet alike, lay adrift in the sea of life. 


Alike And Adrift 


There’s something to say of happy accidents, and where 
they may lead. One such event lead to the discovery of a 
lover’s paradise, in the midst of their world’s turbulent 
chaos. Neither would have thought the woods near their 
encampment would have housed such an exquisite place, 
but here they were. 


Together in a little boat, their clothed forms pressed tightly. 
Upon them was an aqua-toned blanket to further shield the 
cozy pair from Weyard’s erratic winds. Sometimes, water 
knocked upon their canoe’s wooden shell, rippling as it 
returned to its pooled source. Though it was a far cry from 
her companion’s vast, grand ship, Sheba had no need to 
complain about it now. 


Indeed, silence was a rare occurrence for the young maiden 
who usually cried foul at whatever would befall their party. 
Whenever swarms of raving beasts or threats born of man 
endangered them, Sheba was the first to shout skywards, a 
fierce glint her emerald eyes. So often had she dashed 
alongside the others, spiked mace in her grip. 


In contrast, her new lover possessed an extraordinary 
amount of self control, stepping behind his comrades in the 
heat of battle. Serene and timeless as the very sea itself, 
Piers held a mystical charm about himself. When held by his 
“magical” hands, water flowed freely, to both harm and heal. 
Though initially hesitant to join their forces, the man grew 
fond of their group, as only the bonds of drudgery could 
forge. 


And, in particular, Piers sought refuge in one who held more 
in common with himself than he’d known of. 


As soft moonlight gleamed upon them, Sheba peered at its 
source with a hint of existential contemplation. Her bobbed, 
golden locks brushed against Piers’ chest, where her head 
currently lay. As the girl turned a bit to adjust herself, her 
eyes met his amber orbs. Gentle and softly lidded, they were 
accompanied by a sated, tender smile. 


"What're you doing?" the man breathed out as his hand 
danced upon hers. He grasped it, raising their joined palms 
into the night’s sky. Moonlight reflected upon them, casting 
a soft glow upon their otherwise shadowed forms. 
"Something on your mind, dear?" 


"Eh, not much," Sheba admitted rather casually, attempting 
to hide the lingering thoughtfulness in her tone. Her eyes 
peered upwards once more, forcing her head to rise from 
their spot. Sensing her white lie, Piers adjusted himself, so 
that he was able to gaze skyward along with his beloved. 
"Hey, do you ever think about what’s up there?" 


"All those stars now, in that big, black sky," the girl pressed 
further as a wistful cadence coated her words. The night 
wind had grown softer, dancing upon them as they remained 
adrift. "That bright, golden sun in the day. Makes you 
wonder, what else is out there? I’ve heard of the Anemos 
tribe, how they shot themselves up there-‘ 


"Sheba, that’s all fine and good," Piers remarked suddenly to 
his beloved, voice ripe with genuine astonishment. "But, 
why do you bring it up?" His sudden outburst stunned the 
girl, whose head jerked down to face him directly. Golden 
brows lay across emerald orbs, which sparkled with a fretful 
gleam. 


"| dunno, it’s just." Sheba replied with a growing hesitation, 
her head lowered in shame. She took deep, quaking breath, 


fearful of what was to come. Would he laugh at her for 
admitting as such? Think she was insane, or worse? In spite 
of her concerns, the girl knew she couldn’t push the matter 
down. "Do you think I’m from Anemos?" 


A still moment graced the pair as they swelled upon her 
fateful inquiry. The crash of small waves, alongside stray frog 
croaks were the only breaks to their silence. “Well, you did 
Say you came from the sky,” Piers stated in a earnest, tender 
tone, evocative of his accepting nature. “You’re a Jupiter 
Adept, through and through. | don’t see why not, love.” 


"I know it’s silly," Sheba said as her inner fears began to 
fade away. She lifted her head, allowing Piers’ beautiful, 
amber orbs to enter her sight once more. "But I’ve been 
thinking about it since we got together." In the moon’s light, 
they glowed with the comforting flame of a campfire. As the 
girl gazed into his eyes, she realized her fears were rather 
ludicrous. 


After all, he hailed from another lost civilization, Lemuria. 
What right did he have to make fun of her “baseless” 
notions? But, all in all, Sheba knew she shouldn’t have 
doubted his compassion either way. “I can’t say for sure,” 
the girl breathed out as she returned to her cozy spot upon 
his chest. “But | suppose in that way, we really are two of a 
kind.” 


With a soft nod of his head, Piers cradled her in his arms, 
relishing in the feel of her skin against his. In his own world- 
weary manner, his thoughts also drifted to such existential 
matters. Despite his countless years of living and traveling, 
even he didn’t know all of the world’s secrets. 


But as they lay together in that little canoe in a dark lake, 
those notions could be pushed aside for the moment. All 


that mattered in the still of night were their dual souls, alike 
and adrift in the vast, mysterious sea of life. 


